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~The clever torto 






A Tox was very hungry. 





. He wandered around the 
whole forest for food. 
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“Mr. Fox! Soak me in the water. 
My shell will soften and then 
you can eat me," the tortoise said. 


The fox believed the tortoise and 
said, "Okay!" He lowered the 
tortoise into the water. 

2 tortoise slipped away from 

B Fox and swam to safety! 
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A dog was walking over a 
bridge with a piece of meat 
in it's mouth. 








Suddenly he saw his reflection in the water. 
He thought that it was another dog. 

He barked at the reflection. 

The piece of meat fell into the water. 
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It was avery hot summer. All the 
ponds and lakes had dried up. 
Two frogs went looking for anew 
place to live. 
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"Let's jump in. There is lots of water here. 
We can live happily,” said one frog. cae 


"No!" said the other. "There is water here 
now. But if it dries up, we cannot ever 
come out.” 
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- Once upon a time, 
there was a fox. One 
day, ne did not find 
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He was very hungry. 


He saw a bunch of 
grapes hanging from 
a ie mouth 
watered. 
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" ‘He jun ped and jumped, but he Gould’ not 3 
‘each the grapes. 
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Soon, he grew tired. ‘I don't want these 
sour grapes, he thought to himself, and 
went back into the jungle. 
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Thee donk ry the ; gar 


ee ago, Preres was 
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ac donkey, 
He found a lion's hide and covered 
himself with it. 


Everyone who saw him ThOUBAE it was 

a lion. People were scared of it. 
Animals were scared too. The donkey 
roamed about without fear. 





One day, the wind blew strongly and the lion's 
hide flew off. The donkey's secret was out. 
"This is a donkey! And we thought that it was 
a lion!" said the people. 

» They chased the donkey out of their village. 
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Once upon a time, 


there wasa bird. 


And there was an 


Together they lived 
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Seeing this, the bird plucked a 
leaves and dropped them into 
water. 


The ant climbed onto one of 
them and was saved. 
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One day, a hunter’ 
came to the forest. 
He saw the bird and 
raised his bow to” SS 
shoot it. ae 





The ant saw this, and 
bit the hunter's foot. 






lf 5 arrow 
oat Fis aim. 


The bird flew 
safely away. 
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The horse and the sna 


‘<mue 


Once there was a horse. He was very proud 
of himself. He saw a snail. Seeing how slowly 
the snail moved, the horse teased it. “Hey, 
snail! Shall we have a race?" he asked. 








“Ok. -et's do it! We will 
race on Sunday," said 
the snl 














The snail went home and called all the snails 
together. He told them about the race. They 
made a plan to outsmart the horse. 


When Sunday came, 
they left home very early. 
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| They took up hiding places a F a 

little distance from each ™ & 
other. all the way from the © 
\ ~ Starting point to the 
>= — finishing line. » 
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The race started. 
The horse ran a little, 

then looked up. 

He saw a snail ahead of him. 
The horse increased his pace. 
But the snail was still ahead. 
The horse started running 
harder and faster. 


However hard the horse tried, 
the snail was still ahead of it. 






Tired out, the poor horse 
finally gave up. 


“Okay, I lose," said the 
humbled horse. 
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The lion and the rat 
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A lion, tired after a hunt, sat down 
to rest and fell sound asleep. 


A rat came out from a nearby hole. 
He started running all over the lion. 








The lion awoke and caught the i 
He was very angry. = 4 


‘O lion king! Please spare me. I will save you 
when you are in danger,” the rat pleaded. 


“Ha, ha, hal How will you save me? I will let you 
go out of pity, now run!" said the lion. 


The rat rushed into it's hole. 








The rat heard the lion's roar. He hurried 
to the lion. 


"O King of the jungle! You let me live that 
day. Today, I can help you,” he said. 


The rat tore the net with his sharp 


teeth. The lion escang™ Gh 


The pot and the pan 






Once upon a time, 
there was a Pot 
and a Pan. 





“Hey Pan! I will hit you," the 
Pot said. 


The Pan replied, “Whether 
you hit me or I hit you, you 
are the one who will break.” 
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In a godown, there lived a cat. 
Several rats also lived in it. The 
rats were scared of the cat. 











~ Eacl day the cat wo uld p ounce 
on some rats and eat them. 


The rats wondered how they 
could escape from the cat. 





gathered together and 
thal hard: “What shall we do?" 
~ Arat said, “Let's tie a bell around 
the cat's neck!” 
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“Wonderful idea," said everyone. 
But who would bell the cat? 
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“The strange egg 


Ve} Once upon a time, there was a 
Si | Is rabbit. It found a ball. It was a big, 
¥ | round, colourful ball. The rabbit (, 
| picked it up and looked at it f 
earefully. It was very hard too. 


















‘It is so big! Whose eqg is 
this?’ the rabbit wondered. 








The rabbit called the tortoise. 

“Is this a tiger's egg?" he asked. 
"No, a tiger's egg is not so big. This is 
not a tiger's egg, said the tortoise. 





The rabbit called the Prenkey 

“Is this a camel's egg?" it asked. 
“No, this is not a camel's egg. A camel's 
egg is not colourful," the monkey said. 
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The stork looked closely at the ball. 
It poked the ball with it's beak. 


The ball burst and with a hiss, air 
started coming out of it. This is 
winds egg!" said the stork. 
















4 “\ "Yes, it is wind's egg 
| agreed the rabbit, j 
. | the tortoise and the monkey. — 
my oN They all shouted for joy. / 
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A fox was very hungry. He set out 
to find some food. He saw a rooster 
up ona roof. The fox made a plan to 
bring the rooster onto the ground. 

















“Hey, Mr. Rooster! I am seeing you after 
a long time! You seem to have lost weight 
and have become very weak. Come down 
and let me feel your pulse and see what's 
wrong, said the fox, very lovingly. 

“You are right, my dear fox! I am very 
weak. I can't even come down from 

here,” replied the clever rooster. 

The fox realized that the rooster was too 
clever for him, and went away. 
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A man asked Mullah to write a letter for him. 
“What is the letter's destination?” asked Mullah. 
“It's to Baghdad," said the man. 

"Sorry, I can't go to Baghdad now!" said Mullah. 
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"You don't need to go there, sir! The 
letter will," replied the man. 


"True. But who will understand my 
handwriting in Baghdad! I'll have to 
go there to read it!" said Mullah. 
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day, the sons went fishing. 
ach one caught a fish 


“Ee 





a a 





~“O cow! Why didn't you 


eat the hay?" the 
ea asked, 
“My master didn't 


untie me," said the COW. Ss 






Prince who had « cauc ht 
















a an ‘dd’ worn so OCI 
rz the sun? asked 
the Prince. 





“The cow did 

not eat m e3 

said the 
haystack. — 





ay. hy di dnt You untie 
_ the cow?" he asked 
the cowherd. 


We 


srandma didn't 
give me food, : 
said the boy. 





“Grandma! Grandma! 
Why didn't you give 
him food?" he asked. 
“My little boy was 
crying,’ said Grandma. 
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ou put your finger in ny golden 


e: bite? "said the a a 
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The white crow 
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In those days, owls 
were incharge of 






~ The crow wished 
to Rowe blue wings. 






“He wert to the owl. The owl mixed some blue 
dye ina bowl. He made the crow stand on 
another bowl and started painting the wings. 








Suddenly, the crow slipped 
and fell into the bowl. 





When he came out, 
he was as black as coal. tae 





The angry crow wanted to peck the 
owl. But the owl quickly flew away. 


From then on, crows are black in 
colour. Crows still look for owls to 
take their revenge. That is why 
owls don't fly in the day. They 
come out of their nests only in the 
nights, because crows cannot see 
in the dark. 
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“The u ug aly face 







renee on ree ie 


Mullah bent down 
and picked it up. It 
was a mirror. 


; Ss nre ew it down 
= AS nes jately. 


“What an ugly 
painting! 
Someone threw it 
away. Who would 
want something so 
ugly?" said he. 
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~The Mullah 
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A man ¢ 1 Ve 1 Ff oon 
Nateeruddli to have ; 
his letter r read. = 










looked at it a few 
times. 

"I cannot read 
this language," 
he said. 








“Herel Take my turban and read the letter 
yourself,” said the Mullah. 





Pussy cat 


Pussy cat, Pussy caf, 
Where have you been? 







I ve been to a palace 
To look at the queen. 
Pussy cat, Pussy cat, 
What did you do there? — 
I frightened a little 
mouse under her chair. 


Kites, kites 


Kites, kites flying high 
They seem to reach the sky 
‘~~ Red and blue and big ones too 
~ Pretty kites, I like flying you. 
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There was once a fox. Ses earchec 
the whole forest for fi 
found none. . 


He went into a village close to the 
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He found a tub full of blue dye, 
kept for colouring clothes. 
Accidentally, the fox fell into it. 
His body turned blue. 


The: ‘ox ran back into the forest. The animals 
in the forest saw the fox. They were scared of 
this new animal. The tiger too was afraid of the 
new animal! 


_» The blue fox asked the animals to come closer. 








“Look! I'm a special animal. You must listen to me. 
_ From today I am your King,” he said. All the nC 
agreed. A 


Ona full moon day, the 
blue fox heard several 
foxes howling. The blue 
fox too began to howl. 





The animals realised 
that the special animal 
was just a fox, and 
drove him away. 
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The duck that laid golden eggs 


Once upon a time, ina village, 
lived a grandma and a 
grandfather. 


They had a pet duck. 








_~ 


It used to lay a golden egg every day. 


One day they had a thought. “The duck 
lays a golden egg everyday. There must 
be many golden eggs in its belly!" 


They thought that they could take all 
the golden eggs, if they cut it up. 


So they immediately cut the duck's 
belly with a knife. 






other ee this Bick a as 
flesh and blood. Se 


The old couple now shed tears over . the 
death of the duck that had laid golden eggs. S 


One, two... 


One, two, 
Buckle my shoe. 
Three, four, 
Knock at the door. 
Five, six, 

Pick up the sticks. 
Seven, eight, 
Lay them straight. 

Nine, ten, 
A big fat hen. 


Six little ducks 


Six | itt e ducks. that I once knew 
Fat ones, thin ones, little ones too. 
But one little duck 
With a feather on his back 
He led the others with a 
Quack, quack, quack. 














Once there was a jackal. 

A bone got stuck in his 

throat. There was no one 

to help remove it. The 

jackal roamed all over the 

forest in pain. = 





At last, it found a crane. “Oh my 












stuck in my throat. 
Will you please 
remove it? I will give 
you a gift.” 

The crane said, 
“Okay, I will try." 


The jackal opened 
his mouth wide. 










The crane put her long beak in 
and pulled out the bone. 
“Where is my gift?" asked the 
crane. 

The jackal began to laugh. “You 
put your head into a jackal’s 
mouth and are still alive. Be 
happy about that. What more 
gifts do you want?" 























The tree and 
the reed 


There wasahuge «4. © 
tree. Right beside it, 
there was a — ' 
The reed would sway 
with the gentlest 
breeze. The tree 
would tease the reed 
about this. 

But the reed never said anything. 
Once there was a big storm. The reed 
bent this way and that, and weathered 
the storm. 

The tree could not bend, and the wind 
made it break and fall to the ground. 
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The greedy mouse 


There was a small hole 
in the door of a house. 


A mouse entered the 
house through it. He 
found a lot to eat in 
the house. 





He liked what he saw. 
He ate and ate until 
his stomach was full. 
Having eaten, he 
wanted to return to. 
his hole. Sa 
But with his : 
overstuffed stomach; 
he could not pass _ 
through the hole in 
the door anymore. 
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ie donkey that cauld're 


Tatachari was Ramalingadu's neighbour. 
He was a troublemaker and could never 
get along with Ramalingadu. 


One day Tatachari saw Ramalingadu 
writing a letter. He wanted to know what I 
Ramalingadu was writing. 


So he quietly went and stood behind 
Ramalingadu and stretched his neck to 
read the letter. 


Ramalingadu sensed this. 
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So He wrote: | “There is ac 1 donkey shind me. 
It has a habit of reading other people's - 
letters. I want to write several things. But it 
is not good for the donkey to know all those 
things. That's why I'm not writing them." 

With this he completed the letter. 


Tatachari read all of it. 

He was red with anger. 

But what could he do? 

He quietly left the place. 
7 x 






Hop a little 


Hop a little, 
jump a little 
one, two, three; 


Run a little, 
skip a little 
touch one knee: 


Bend a little, 
stretch a little 
nod your head; 





Yawn a little, LA 
sleepalittle, “7S 
in your bed. . 
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Problems with tail 


Once there was a mouse. He had four tails. 
He was simply fascinated with his tails. 
But the other mice teased him: 
“Four-tailed mouse! Four-tailed mouse!” 








er the mouse askde: an picks mouse to cut off one of his tails. 
“Sure,” said the old mouse and cut off one of the mouse’s 


tails. Now the four-tailed mouse had only three tails. 








But still the other mice teased him: 
" Three-tailed mouse! Three-tailed 


| " 


mouse! 


The mouse went to the old 

mouse again and requested him y 
to cut off one tail from the 
remaining three. The old mous 
did just that. 























Now he was left with two tails. 


Still the remaining mice 
continued to tease him 
“Two-tailed mouse! 
Two-tailed mouse!” 


—_S 


The mouse got yet another of hig : 
tails removed. But the naughty 
mice did not leave him alone. 


“Single-tailed mouse! 
Single-tailed mouse!"“=s 
they continued to 

Tease. 





Unable to bear the teasing, the mouse got 
the last tail also removed. But would the 
other mice leave him alone? 

They still teased him: 

"Tail-less mouse! Tail-less mouse!” 
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“Father. . . the tiger is here!” 





There once lived a boy 

ina village. Each day he 
took his sheep to graze 
in the forest. 
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One day he decided to play a prank on 
everyone. “Father... A tiger! Oh my God, 
a tiger!" He started screaming. 


His father and several others left their 
work in the fields and came running. 
“Where is the tiger?” inquired his father. 


The boy started laughing. “No tiger, 
father. I just screamed for fun!” 
he replied. 
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A few days later, he did it again. “Father... 
there is a tiger! It's eating the sheep,” he 
shouted. Again several men came running. 


“I shouted for fun," the boy said. Everyone 
scolded the boy and returned to their work. 


<< =r 


= = no 
4 8 
o— i eT ma * ’ \ i 
‘a 4 a ‘ 7 
— 
ted E ‘ , = 





One day the tiger really came. “Father! 
The tiger is here... the tiger has come. — r 
Please come quick!" The boy screamed in 
fear. 
‘Let's not pay any attention to his 
pranks. He is always lying!" said the 
people. Nobody paid any attention to his 
cries. 


The tiger carried a sheep away TeEP 
VK into the forest. 
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_The nat “ik the neadle f 


- st hen and the eagle 





Once, the eagle had to 
go to his home far away. 
<= Before leaving, He gave 
a needle to the hen. 
“Keep this needle with 
you. I will take it back 
™\ whenT return,” the 

\ eagle said. 
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The hen put the needle 
between its feathers. But as 
she went searching for food, 
the needle fell of f 
somewhere. The hen could 
not find it again. 

When the eagle came back, 
he asked for the needle. “It 
fell off," answered the hen 


sadly. 













The eagle was very upset and Ass 
asked the hen to bring it back. As AZ) 
“Till then, I will keep eating = /f)* 


' 


your chicks,” vowed the eagle. |") a 
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Since then, the hen and the eagle 
have been enemies. The eagle always 
carries away the chicks. The hen 
tries to scare it away. 
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The hen asked her relatives to help find the z 
needle. Scratching the soil with their beaks and 
claws, they still search for it. 


I hear thunder 





I hear thunder, 
I hear thunder. 
~ Ohdon't you! 
Oh don't youl _ 
Pitter patter rain, drops, 
Pitter patter rain drops. ? 
'm wet through, . 
I'm wet through. — 
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He te aq ve ani 

1 dig it up and 

look at it. He Felt ver happy to 
see his treasure. 
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a Wed c crying. — 







"Why are you crying for the Stolen 
gold? You would never have done 
anything with it. Look at the pit and 
be happy! What is the difference?" 
a neighbour said. 
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The porridge 
A rich merchant threw a party. Mullah Naseeruddin 
was also invited. They served porridge in a bowl with 
small spoons. Only the host had a large spoon. 
With every mouthful, the host said “For such tasty 
porridge one can readily sacrifice one’s life." 
With the small spoons, the guests could neither 
taste the porridge properly nor eat it. 
The Mullah lost his patience. "Sir, will you please 
pass ona big spoon? We too want to sacrifice our 
lives for the porridge,” he said. 
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ons decided to sow the field, since they 
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had already ploughed it. 


They had an excellent crop and made a huge 

profit. The farmer then tole his sons that this 

was the treasure’ 
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The chest 


A man came to Mullah Naseeruddin for advice. 















"Nowadays I dream 
that there is a 
ghost under my cot. 
But when I get up 
and check, I find 
nothing. And after 
that, I am unable 





sadly ) ’ " 2 
“Did you do 

" anything to solve 

_ the pepe 
asked Tne | Aullah. 
T Went tod #4 
akira" Said the 
man. 

“What did he say?" 
the Mullah inquired. 
"He asked fora 
hundred dinars to 
cure me,’ " Said the 


man. — 
* aati aaa ae 
" a = 


a “a See ae 
5 
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"A hundred dinars for such a small problem? Give me five. 
I will cure youl" said the Mullah. The man took out five 
dinars from his pocket and handed them over to the 
Mullah. “Tell me the cure!" he asked. 

The Mullah had the legs of the cot chopped off. “Now 
the ghost cannot get beneath the cot!" 
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Old Mac Donald 


Old Mac Donald had a farm 
= salah i-O 





With ¢ q ruaclettlck here, 
And a quack-quack there, 
Here a quack, there a quack, 

Everywhere a quack-quack. 














of 
Old Mac Donald had a farm 
E-i-e-i-O \ 
And on his farm he had a pig, 
E-i-e-i-O 
With an oink-oink here, 
And an oink-oink there, 
Here an oink, there an oink, 
Everywhere an oink-oink. 


Old Mac Donald had a farm 
E-i-e-i-O 
And on his farm he had a cow, 
E-i-e-i-O 
With moo-moo here, 
And moo-moo there, 
Here a moo, there a moo, 
Everywhere a moo-moo, 
~ Old Mac Donald had a farm 
E-i-e-i-O. 






W/ 


A Bagful of Stories 
Published by 
Manchi Pustakam 


S 






, i @ 






~ al ia se 


- hin ? b I le 
be a fe as ay i , ihe Stl | ub that die JD 
ee = Se 


1 5 o 7 = 
Per a —= = . = 
— ee i 
oo ee ee 
= : — = - a Z ; . : 
a —. —— 4 . ; = 
: : t at gill 
oa a SS = 
J - 1 ee rk a 1 =e 
* 7 ~ 
a - LP a | ’ 















Tatachari was — 
Ramalingadu's 
neighbour. 
Tatachari was a 
big miser and quite 
greedy too. 


Fore Hi, mo 
e Mia (ps 





Ramalingadu 
needed a tub, so he 
went to Tatachari's 
house to borrow 
one. 
















ci. == 
i ‘« ol 
r ” 2 7 a 
= aa 2 : = Si 
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rgea Jay ‘Is It okfy with 
pe - 2” C "asked T Rachari € Pace Ram a fslingodu had to agree. 


At the end of four days, Ramalingadu returned the tub. He ~ 
brought a mug along with the tub. “Your tub has given birth 
to a mug. Please take it," he said giving the mug to 
Tatachari. 





Tatachari happily 
accepted the mug anda 
took it inside without\/—* 
Saying a word. a 












ee aiioada with ¢ a 1 sad face.” 


“How cana tub die? This is sheer cheating,” Tatachari 
shouted in anger. 


“When a tub can 
give birth to a 
mug, can it not 
die?" asked 





“Tatac im oe uld . 
~ say noth ing! 
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An elephant « and a dog 













Once there was a king. He 
had an elephant. The 
elephant was looked after 
by a mahout. 

The mahout had a pet Gi 
The dog used to 
accompany his master 
everywhere. 
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The e elephant and the” 
=o ate-together 





oe cake thick friends. 

JX The elephant used to 
7 / look forward to the 
dogs visits. 


The mahout was once 
in dire need of money. 
He sold the dog to a 
rich man. The dog was 
heartbroken, but he 
had to follow his new 
master. 





The elephant missed the dog and 
refused to eat or drink. No one 
could understand why. 
A doctor examined the 
elephant. “The elephant <<a 
is not suffering from ; 
any disease. She is just 
pining for somebody,” 
declared the doctor. 




















yy Jat “Where is her 
B2 aan playmate, the dog? 
: oS Bring him immediately,” 





i 


_7 ordered the King. 





Learning about this, the 
rich man released the 
dog. He ran to the 
elephant. 











They were very 
happy to see 

each other and 
danced with 
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A pumpkin creeper found it’s way onto the roof. 


It grew very sturdy and strong, and it was soon 
full of pumpkins. 


The tiled roof was also a home for a mouse, who 
lived there very happily. 





ee ae ee 
‘ ¢ ie dU n Gg ie rl C dd" 
JF 


“The pump kins lid ond rolled KL oe = x) Fes ae 
"fight onto thegSat witha {ieee 
huge ' bump’. The 
_ goat started 

: ~ bleating ae 


Since 1 then, 5 Snip, 








One fine day, a ion sale a donkey along tot hunt. > ~ 


“Oh, donkey, you have such a loud voice. Bray | as | 


loud as you can in the forest. I will prey on the 
animals that run hither and thither hearing you 
bray,” the lion told the donkey. 


The donkey did just that. 





As he started braying, the animals ran 
helter-skelter in confusion. 

The lion preyed on the animals. “You 
brayed so well," the lion praised the 
donkey. 





Since then donkeys bray loudly to get 
everyones appreciation. 


, A Bagful of Stories 
— \ Published by | 








% On a festival day. a fly starte - - 
‘plastering the floor-with dung. 
While.working, it forgot it’ S$ oo 
name. . 

















‘What's myname?” it wondered. - "i sn 
It flew around asking everyone. 


It saw Pedaraasi Peddamma 

under a tree and went to her and — 
asked, “PedaraasiPeddamma! 
Pedaraasi Peddammal! Do you 


know my name?" 





“L don t know your name. Ask my 
son," replied Peddamma. So the 
fly flew to the Peddarima's son. 


“Pedaraasi Peddamma, 
O son of Peddamma! 
Do you know-my 
= shame? asked the fly. 
~I don't know your 
nantes Theaxein T\\ x 
ny | hands, 5 he said. ray oe 



















| The fly f Flew a ae 
\ <i "Pedaraas i Pec damm 1, Son of — 
Peddamma, axe of Pes C cae a's 


Son, O tree ctl by 


the Birds ee y a 1) 
branches,” the tree repliec 


The fly then flew to the ine 
perched on the branches. 


— 
we; ” _ 







irds erfhing on the tree! 
yOu | now my name’ a "the fly 





le don't know your name Ask Pe 


| the lake where we drin ak water 
a : } = 
\ saidthebirds. 





























~The fly then flew to the lake 
and asked, “Pedaraasi 

_» Peddamma, son of Peddamma, 
axe of Peddammas son, tree cut 
by the axe, birds on the tree, O 
lake water that the birds drink! 
Do a know my name?” 


fish that : swim in bune.” theses said 


"Pedaraasi Peddamma, son of 
Peddamma, axe of Peddamma’s son, 
tree cut by the axe, birds on the 
tree, lake water drunk by the birds, 
O fish swimming in the water! Do 
you know my name? 





"I don't know your name. Ask the 
| little boy who tries to catch me," 
| said the fish. he 


"Pedaraasi Peddamma, son = 

Peddamma, axe of Peddamma's son, 

‘tree cut by the axe, birds on the 

| tree, lake water drunk by the birds, . 

P fish in the water, O little boy who Ssa7k, 

> tries to catch the a a know “ * 
Oya ame?" “alte | ; 





tee 


u . ! war = — = = 
I don't-know your 

a _ name. Ask the = 
I a, SS P pense that r ride i e = 


















aasi Pedd Jamma, s s jon nof Peddatma, axe of Peddamam's son, 

cut by the ne, a on the ebnear ake anctet ee aut thes 

brs fish nN ny ter, the E DO) es a7 ries s to. c | ish! O° 
he arse the boy 1. kn | 


os re 
— 


5 "Te 0 lon’ know your name. ASK th ne ba byt That L carry in my bell ye 
| ames "Pedan raasi Pi eddc damma; son of Beerdamma axe oF Peddanen's son, ss 
— tree cut by the axe, Birds o on the tree, lake water drunk by the 
birds, fish in the water, boy trying to catch the fish, the horse 
the boy rides, O baby in the horse's belly! Do you know my 

name?" the fly asked. 





Then the baby said “Your name! Your t name is f...f...fl..." And the 
baby fumbled. 






Hearing this, 
the fly 

} DA exclaimed, 
—_— n-— S28 == Ohhhh.... You 
| ifee'g = fp a ae ea 


oa 





And the fly Kaiiahly 
flew back home. 
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It was a hot summer afternoon. 


A farmer was relaxing under an almond tree. 
There was a watermelon creeper just in 
front of him. He could see large melons on 
the creeper. He could also see the small 
__ fruits on the almond tree. 
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ss “EA 
= >a shit, creeper has such = 


__ huge melons, and this big tree 
~ has such small fruits. ‘ He was 
sn | genSed:" 


Bie 
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Just iene an almond fell on his head’ 

He was taken aback. 

“If the almond fruit was as big as the 
watermelon, what would have happened 
to me? Ahhh! Indeed, nature is full of 
wondas Sh et though nt happily. — 


a mts * 


















Mullah Naseeruddin 
climbed onto the 
roof of his house to 
repair it. He 
suddenly fainted 
and fell down. 


All his neighbours 
gathered there. 













Malla in! v eg hap pen ed: pi ask fed on ie "| u 
id you | lave a fant) r ing | spell?" another one asked, 


“asked yet another. 


Dont Kil me with your oo Climb upto the | 
and fall down like me. Al your questions will De : 
answered,’ answered the Mullah. . 
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Wy name is Kalpana. 

I am seven years old. 
I go to school. 

I am studying in the 
second standard. 














“Like singing songs. 
I play several:games. 





I really enjoy drawing 
pictures. 


















2a: 


wit 
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My younger brother is Vinod. 
He is four years old. He is 
always playing. He speaks very — 
sweetly. 

He is eager to go to school 
with me. ; 
After the summer vacation, 
Vinod too will be joining the 
school. Then we will go to the 
school together. 
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Poco Rao. fee calls 


==> him Ranga. hs 


Sometimes I go with fim 
~“~to the fields. He: shows 
me various birds, insects,. 


-flowers and fruits. oii } 


tet matiend is Sushilamma. She" = 
eaches me songs. She feeds 
‘me and'my younger brother, 


, \ Ny mother and | father go to 
\\ work it the field. They grow 
s in the 7 le 











— err ys SS 
ea 1 


C A ve CO WS Ul A 


he Pcatile shed. 


The calves romp and dance 
around. My brother and I also 
run with the calves. We give 
her ladder. 


1 


| 





W e bells 
Abe ‘|. 


around their necks. 
2 the t rl nk ue ad, of the bg eli. 
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‘The fox and the crane 


A fox and a crane were great-friends. 
“Please come home, brother 
crane! Have dinner with me.” 


So saying the fox invited the 
crane to dinner one day. 
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— Afew fea i the fox wert ihe" cran | 
~ crane cooked fish curry and put it ina small mouth 2 ‘Jar. 


The fox circled the jar. She licked the j jar and : smelled it. 
Since her head could not fit in the jar, she could not even 
eat a single morsel. 


“Dear sister, one should eat the curry like this,” said ine 
crane putting his long beak into the jar. He gulped dow 
the curry till the last drop. "Please don't be angry. T haves 
nothing else to offer inmy home." 









1e fox got very angry. She came for a feast, but went 
back hungry! Since then the friendship between the fox 
and the crane soured. — 





Clap your hands 








Clap your hands, clap your hands 
Listen to the music and clap your hands. 


Stamp your feet, stamp your feet me 
Listen to the music and stamp your feet.7 _ 


Turn around, turn around 
Listen to the music and turn around. 


Jump up high, jump up high 
Listen to the music and jump up high. 


Clap your hands, clap your hands 
Listen to the music and clap your hands. 
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The-radish 


An old man spied: a radish. The radish grew to be 
a big plant. The old man started to pull the radish 
out of the ground. He pulled’and pulled, but 


couldn't pull it out. So he called the old woman. 


fii 
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‘The old womar eae the old man, the old man caught 
a dish and they pulled and pulled, but couldn't pull 
Pout. So the old woman called the granddaughter. 


The granddaughter caught the old woman, the old 
woman caught the old man, the old man caught the 
radish and they pulled and pulled, but couldn't pull it 
out. So the granddaughter called the dog. 





The dog caught the granddaughter, the granddaughter 







caught the old woman, the old woman caught the old man 
the old man caught the radish.and they pulled.and. 
but couldn't pull it out. So the dog called the cat. 


The cat caught the dog, the dog caught the granddaughter, 
the granddaughter caught the old woman, the old woman 
caught the old man, the old man caught the radish and they 
pulled and pulled, but couldn't pull it out. So the cat called 
the mouse. 


The mouse caught the cat, the cat caught the dog, the dog 
caught the granddaughter, the granddaughter caught the 
old woman, the old woman caught the old man, the old man 
caught the radish and they pulled and pulled. Finally they 
~ out the radish. 


















— 3 
~- The thirsty crow 
A. crow was thirsty. ey 


found a pot with 
some water in It. 








The crow sawsome = 
pebbles lying around. She 


dropped the pebbles one . 
by one into the pot. | 








. i. 
4 





As the pebbles went 
down, the water came [> 
Mek up. The crow drank the \ 
wee =6water and flew away. 
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. The naugh 


ty child 
One day Birbal came very late to the court. 
Emperor Akbar wanted to know why. “Your 
Majesty, I was calming my child,” answered Birbal. 
"Is that so difficult?” asked Akbar. 


"Yes, it is. Would you like to try? Act as my 





Akbar played the father and Birbal the child. 
Birbal asked for a bag, and then he wanted to 
eat sweets, and to play with toys. Akbar asked 
his men to get all those things. 


Birbal then wanted a real elephant. Akbar 
ordered his men to bring a real elephant in. 


“Put that elephant into the bag," said Birbal. 
Akbar was about to put the toy elephant into 
the bag. "No, no! The real elephant has to be 
put into the bag." And he began to cry. 












oe 


= 


“You are right; it is indeed very 
difficult to pacify children,” ry 
Akbar agreed with Birbal. we 
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The pa ee swe 
: ig: 
the ete mo soney 
Soma Sharma was very “_ 
innocent and quite poor. ws 
Once he went to the 
city. There he saw & 
a sweet shop. we 










~ The shop was selling sweet \ 

~ pan cakes, laddus and jalebis. ~ 
Soma Sharma's mouth started 
watering. He stood watching 
the sweets in the shop. 


cost? > Be e righ oe Sd} pay og ™ 
Soma Sharma was aghast at this. 

















Tt Ramanna | was pass sing by 
shop. He heard t ihe e | whole e 
‘issue. “What you. Say i 
and just-Since Sane Sharan i iS 
or man, Twill repay his 
debt, he announced. 






Fine] 







is money -purse in 
front of the shop keeper. 
“Soma Sharma smelt the sweets and 
was indebted to you. You heard the 


jingle of my coins! So your debt is 
cleared," declared Rammanna. 


The ne ys nis head in bie 


6x4 Rammana. jingled h 
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a : "Theccountry mouse 
ae -and the city mouse 

ee —* 
A city mouse came to visit the country mouse. The 


country mouse shared green gram, wheat, rice and 
other grains with the city mouse. 


The city mouse ate the grains and commented, In 
the village, you have just these grains. That's why 
you are so thin and lean. In the city, we eat several 
delicious things!" Saying this he invited the gountry s 
mouse to the city. 















One day the country mouse went to visit 
1e city mouse. 
There was a bowl of porridge on the 


kitchen counter. They were about to eat 
the porridge, when a cat sprang on them! 


They just managed to escape. The entire 
day both of them hid in the hole. 














"Seon it was ORR The ci y mousé alent one the country 
~ mouse into a house. Both the mice climbed on to a dining 
table. Several dishes were spread out on the table. The 
country mouse had never seen such a sumptuous fare. 


"What you said is true! I have never seen such delicious 
food in our village," he exclaimed. 








Just then, a man saw them | 
and chased them. Both mice 
just managed to escape 
through the open door. 







| “Llive ina house in the field. 






I dont get to eat bread, \ 
butter and cheese. But I 
never live in fear either!" So ° 






saying, the country mouse | 
started his journey back 
home. 
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King of the fregs 





Once, ina big Baile there lived many frogs. They had 
lots of food to eat. They played and had fun all day and 
were very happy. They had no reason to be afraid. 


One of the frogs did not like this. He thought that they 
should have some rules and a king. He called the other 
frogs and shared his thoughts. They all agreed with 
what the frog said. 








“Oh God! Please send us a king to govern us,” the frogs 
prayed. 


Just then a big log fell into the lake with a loud splash. 
The frogs were terrified. All of them jumped over to the 
__ bank and peered into the lake. 


When a water femescme still, Mey could see the eng °9 






rave frogs jut mp eC ed into the lake They bent near a 
Pos c and mie it. The log didn't move or budge. One 
he frogs hopped on to the log and then leapt in the 
air and dived int ‘0 the water. : n due course‘aild pes cee gs i 4 
dec; eee. ga the Samegeg 5.) ose: ieee ms 











eS med as passed = The frogs started ignoring the 
king. With each passing day, they didn't like the king 

which neither moved nor talked. “We need a real a 

king. An able king who can really rule," they prayed. 

Just then a crane flew in and perched near the lake. 


: "Here is our new king. A king who will listen to our 
problems. A king who has a voice," the frogs started 
dancing with joy. 


Soon, the number of frogs started decreasing in the 
lake. The frogs then 
realized that the 
previous king who 
never spoke a word 
had been a 
better king. 










Mary had a little lamb 











Mary had a little lamb, 

Little lamb, little lamb, 
Mary had a little lamb, 

ts fleece was white as snow. 


/erywhere that Mary went, 
Mary went, Mary went, 

And everywhere that Mary went, 
The lamb was sure to go. 


It followed her to school one day, 
School one day, school one day, 

It followed her to school one day, 
Which was against the rule. 





It made the children laugh and play = hon fe 
Laugh and play, laugh and play, ye 
It made the children laugh and play, 
To see a lamb at school. 
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| Why doe 9s ¢ 


s~ 


and cats tae mic 





The dog, the cat and the mouse were friends when 
the world began. They wanted to be together 
forever. They even wrote this down as an agreement 
ona piece of paper. | | 


The dog would do the outside jobs, while the cat 
and the mouse would take care or all the peusenois 
chores. 


The cat hid the paper safely in the attic. 





As the days passed on, the dog found his ot 
work quite irritating. 


ee = 
meh 
. 





"You and mouse stay safe and reppy\ 
in the house. But I get scorched in 
the sun, drenched in the rain ea 
shiver in the winter when I stand 
guard outside," he angrily argued 
with the cat. 


But the cat said “Don't you 
remember the deal that we made?" 
“Where is that paper? Get it, I want 
to see it," said the dog. 


The cat climbed into the attic to 
get the paper. He found that the 
mouse had chewed up the paper, and 
turned it into a mattress and was 
sleeping on it! 













The cat was furious and 
chased the mouse all over. But 
he could not catch the mouse. 
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The tired cat came 
down from the attic. 





“Where's the agreement?” the dog \ 
asked. The cat had not brought it, 
“so the dog started chasing the cat 
— all over. 






Since then, whenever dogs see cats, 
they keep chasing them to get the 
cats to show the agreement. 





Reminded of the mouse s deed, the 
cats keep chasing mice whenever 
they see them. 


Now you know why cats chase mice c 
and dogs chase cats! | ; = 


Where is Thumbkin? 


Where is Thumbkin ? Where is Thumbkin ? 
Here I am! Here I am! 

How are you this morning? How are you this morning? 

Very well, I thank you; very well, I thank you. 
Run away home, run away home. 


Where is Pointer? Where is Pointer? 
Here I am! Here I am! | 

How are you this morning? How are you this morning? / 

Very well, I thank you; very well, I thank you. 
Run away home, run away home. 


Where is Middle Man? Where is Middle Man? 
Here I am! Here I am! 

How are you this morning? How are you this morning? 

Very well, I thank you; very well, I thank you. 
Run away home, run away home. 


Where is Ring Man? Where is Ring Man? 
Here I am! Here I aml 

How are you this morning? How are you this morning? <@at_» 

Very well, I thank you; very well, I thank you. 
Run away home, run away home. 


Where is Little Man? Where is Little Man? 
Here I am! Here I am! 

How are you this morning? How are you this morning? | 

Very well, I thank you; very well, I thank you. : 
Run away home, run away home. 
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ir. long ago, a fight 
- started between 
animals hd birds. 


The bat did not join 
either party. She 
waited to see which 
party would win. 












| tit Seemed 
like + i birds 
would win. So the 
bat joined the eee” — 
os oi declared \GSZ 





| She displayed 
her wings and flew 
und to prove it. 





.e 
But some days later, it seemed 
that the animals were winning. 
™ So the bat joined the other > 
he side. 





She displayed her fangs and 
teeth to show that she was also 
— ananimal, and said that she 
\ liked animals a lot. 








_ Stes. 





But finally the birds won. The bat hopped 
over to the birds side. But the birds 
chased her away. 


She returned to the animals, but they 
also drove her away. 


Since then, bats spend their days in dark 
rooms, and tree hollows. They fly during 
the night to avoid both the animals and 
the birds. 
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you?” asked a man. 


“Forty years old,” 
answered he. 
“How is that 
possible? You said 


_ you were forty, 
even ten years ago!” 


"Tam not the kind 


to change my 
words. When you 
ask me twenty 
years later, my 
answer will still be 
the same!” said the 
Hodja. 
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|” One evening, Mullahs ig 

| slipped from his finger « 
_ fell down. There was a sound / i a 
as it fell. hz 

| At the same time, the lamp G pf 

| went out. The mullah came out | | 


of his house as he could not 
look for the ring in the dark. 
He started searching for the 
ring in the light of the full 
moon. 





“Mullah! Wha ‘are you searchin for?" asked a passerby. nae 
I have dropped my ring," said the Mullah. ues 

om Where did you drop it?” the passerby asked as he 

begantohelp. - 

"I dropped it inside the house,” said the Mullah. 


"Then why ar it. searching for it outside?" ihe 
passerby aske a 


“Lt is dark inside the house. So I am 
searching for it here in the moonlight!" 
said the Mullah. 
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A deer went to a stream to drink water. He saw 
his reflection in the water and began to admire 
his horns. But then he saw his legs. He didn't 
like them. ‘They are so thin, like match-sticks, 
he thought. 
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| = Ong day ¢ a ‘ior: spot ed the cae The deer started 
i" ‘ running swiftly across the grass-land. But in the 
forest, his horns got entangled in the branches of a 
tree. With great effort, it t freed itself and eos 
from the lion. 
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T could run fast with the legs ihe ch Ithought were 
like thin match-sticks. The horns whi I i 
nearly got me killed,’ thou gn th e dee 3 
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The never-ending story 


A king loved to listen to stories. He listened to them 
everyday, and gave rich gifts to the story-tellers. 


The minister thought of a plan to cure the king of this 
story mania. An announcement was made all round the 
country that the king would give a big gift to whoever 
could tell him a story without an ending. Many people 
came, but their stories had an ending. So no one got any 








One ¢ aya man came to the Ring and said that he 
would relate a story without an ending. The king 

__ immediately asked him to narrate the story. 

“But there is a condition, your majesty! As you listen 
- to the story you have to keep saying and then... and 
then...," he said. The king agreed to the condition. 
"Once there was a bird. It was searching for food." 


"And then..." 





"It saw a basket ie It pre a small hole 
in it." “And then...” 
“It picked up a grain in it's ak and flew away.” 
“And then...” : 
“It came back and picked up another grain in it's 
beak and flew to it's nest." “And then...” 

“It came back and picked up another grain in it's 
beak and flew away." 






"What happened < ; & 
after that?" the king se es 
asked. 4a Ee 








“It came back again sey mF ——t 
and picked up a grain Js jee (Nile Np nae 
in it's beak," he said. | //|——=-jpa ul eel ee WAN 
The king got angry, Lo (fit Ue 7 

“Oh! How many times S=— 

will it pick up the i {(}—— vie e 
grain in it's beak and —= | = E 
fly. What happened {= =) 

after that?" i : ees 
“O king! The basket ‘ee p\l== { | | Saat ey 

has to be emptied of eg) |) pepe ee 


the grains!" he-said. \\\\oeW = — : 
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“Oh dear! This is really a tale without an 
ending. Now just stop! Take your gifts and 
leave," the king said. 





The king never listened to another story 
again. A Bagful of Stories 
Published by | 
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A mouse chose to dig it's hole ina lion's den. He 
thought that he would be safe in the lion's den. 


ise couldn't remain quiet. When the 
9 and down on the lion. 


* 


ond 
rire 


‘atch h im, he would 
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| Unable to bear any more, the lion brought a 
Cat into the den. 


‘I will give you as much food as you want. But 


you should get rid of the mouse," the lion 
told the cat. 


The mouse now became very careful. 
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One day when the ion. was not in the den, the cat 
caught the. mouse and was about to eat him. | 


“Wait! If you eat me, the lion will “driven you amare 


from the den. If you set me free, then you and 
I both can live in peace," the mouse advised. 


“That's true," said the cat, and let the mouse go 
free. And when the lion was away, the two of 
them played together. 





But when the lion was in the den, the cat 
pretended to chase the mouse. The mouse 
too would act as if he was frightened and 
run towards it s hole. 


The friendship between the cat and the 
mouse continued. The lion was happy with 
the thought that because of the cat the 
mouse was not troubling him. 
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A squirrel and a rabbit were thee of ‘riends 
squirrel was inquisitive anc GN wanted eee rn new 
riddles. 
Squirrel: Where are you going so early in the morning? 
Rabbit: I am going to play with my new friend. 
Squirrel: New friend? Who is he? 
Rabbit: Why don't you guess? He has four legs. 


Squirrel: All of us have four legs! Is your friend big? 








1e elephant is your friend. 
Rabbit: No! My friend does not have a trunk. 


Squirrel: Then the rhinoceros is your friend. 
The rhinoceros is big and does not have a trunk. 


Rabbit: No! No! My friend doesn't have a horn. 


Squirrel: Then I yy your friend is the camel. He has 
four legs, he does*not have a trunk and has no horn. 


“Squirrel: TI 





7 f 
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Rabbit: Huh, no! My friend doesn't = ee" 
have a hump like the camel. ~ : 
Squirrel: Umm! Then the tiger is 
likely to be your friend. He has four 
legs, he has no trunk, no horn and no 
hump. 

Rabbit: My friend doesn't have 
Stripes like the tiger. 

Squirrel: Then maybe the bear is 
your friend. He doesn't have stripes 
on his body. 

Rabbit: No! My friend doesn't have. 
fur on his body like the bear. o 
Squirrel: Hey, wait! Does your 
friend have spots on her body? 


Rabbit: Oh yes! It has! 


Squirrel: Then deer is 
your friend! She has four 
legs, no trunk, no horn, no 
hump, no stripes, no fur 
but has spots. 


Rabbit: No! No! My friend 
has a long neck. 


Squirrel: I get it! Your 
friend is the giraffe... He 
has four legs, no trunk, no 
horn, no hump, no stripes, 
and no fur but has spots 
on the body, and a long 
neck. 






Rabbit: Wow! You guessed 
right! You can come with 
me. Both of us can climb 
on its back and play. 
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Nine or ten 


A merchant was travelling along 

with his ten camels. He was sitting 
on one camel. The other nine were 
following him. 





After going ahead for a while, he wondered 
whether all the camels were following him. 






a 
| 
al 


ee and started counting, ‘One, 











aus eh The merchant turned around 


two, three, four, five, six, 
seven, eight, nine. Oh! Ohl 
The tenth camel is missing!’ 
he climbed down the camel, 








He searched for the lost camel. Not finding it, he 
returned and counted again. “One, two.... nine, ten..." 
He was happy to find that all the camels were there. 


He continued with his journey. After a little while, he 
wondered again if all his camels were following him. On 
counting again, he found that there were only nine 
camels. 


Worried, he climbed down the camel to search for the 
missing ohe. But of course he could not find the camel 
no matter how hard he searched. 

Thinking that he might have counted wrongly, the 
merchant counted the camels again. 


Surprise!! All the ten camels were there. 


of ae 


He didn't understand it a bit. This was magic! 
‘When I am riding on the camel's back, one 
camel is always missing. When I am walking 

I find all the ten camels intact,’ he thought. 


So he decided to walk along with the camels in 
the hot sun instead of riding on one of them. 





Lost a thern, got a knife 


There was once a monkey. Once, a thorn got stuck in 
his foot. 

A barber was passing by. The monkey requested him 
to remove the thorn. The barber managed to remove 
the thorn, but the thorn broke into two. 


“Give me my thorn back or else give me your knife,” 
the monkey demanded. The helpless barber had to 
give his knife to the monkey. 





On the way the monkey 
came across a wood- 
cutter. Will you give 
me your knife to cut 
some sticks?" the wood- 
cutter asked. 


, Okay," said the monkey 
- and gave the knife. 

4, While cutting the sticks 
© the knife broke. “Give 
my knife back or give 


me your sticks," the iehkey demanded. The woodcutter 
gave the bundle of sticks to the monkey. 





The monkey with the bundle of sticks met an old woman. 
The old woman had dough and oil to prepare pancakes, 
but didn't have sticks for firewood. 


"I want to make some pancakes. Will you give me your 
sticks?" asked the grandma. “Okay,” said the monkey 
giving thes pincle of sticks. ” Vie sticks burnt into cinders 


sn e pr "eC Tr ie pa ncake S. 


















So the monkey 
said “Give my 
sticks back or 
give me your 
pancakes.” The 
- old woman had 

3 _ ho choice but to 
=give the pan- 
cakes to him. 


—- 


On his way the monkey 
carrying the pancakes 
found a child crying. “My 
baby is crying, will you 
give your pancakes?" the 
child's mother asked the 
monkey. The monkey 
agreed to give the 
pancakes. The baby ate 
the pancakes and stopped 
crying. 





Then the monkey 
insisted, “Give me back 
my pancakes or else give 
me your baby.” The 
mother had to give the 
baby to the monkey. 


The monkey came across 
a circus troupe on the 
way. A clown was beating 
a drum. The monkey was 
fascinated by the drum. 
He requested the clown 
to take the baby and give 
him the drum. 
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The man with the drum agreed. 


Playing the drum, the monkey 
began to sing: 

“Lost a thorn, got a knife 

Tom tom tom... 

Lost the knife, got some sticks 
Tom tom tom... 

Lost the sticks, got pancakes 
Tom tom tom... 

Lost pancakes, got a baby 

Tom tom tom... 

Lost the baby, got the drum 
Tom tom tom... 
——— Tom tomtom!" 
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The palm tree and the banyan tree 


A crow once dropped a banyan fruit on a palm tree. 


Seeing the small seed of the banyan fruit, the palm 
tree mocked it: “My fruits are as big as a palm and my 
seeds are big as a fist. Afraid of my fruits which look 
like irorrballs, nobody stands under my shade. You are 
such a small seed! How can a big tree grow from it?” 
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Days rolled by. The palm tree 
forgot about the banyan fruit 
seed. The seed sprouted and 
grew into a small tree. 


The palm tree told the small 
banyan tree: “You have grown 
out of such a small seed, you 
cannot do anything to me. I'm 
very strong.” 

Several times the palm tree 
would say such things, but the 
banyan tree never said a word. 










Day by day the 
banyan tree only 
became bigger and 
bigger. 


It soon grew 
taller than the 
palm tree, 


The palm 
tree, caught 
in the 

hanging 

roots of the}, 
banyan tree,\| 
soon h 
withered 


away. ./ 
— 7 ——— = 







The foot prints 
An old lion was unable to hunt. So he entered a cave and 
acted as if he was unwell. A number of animals came to 
see the ailing lion. The lion quietly ate the animals that 
came into the cave. 


One day a fox came to see the lion. Standing near the 
entrance of the den, he asked, “Ohl Lion how are you?” 


“I am veryill," said the lic a ly dor Bt “you come inside?" 











“I see footprints going into t the cave butt none coming 
out. So [ will not 5 oS ee er oe 


come in,” “replied 
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Nay tt this time, ‘the eases had a to quar among’ 
themselves about how the needle should be taken-back. 





“One of you can carry it,” said the 


farmer. 
"Sir! Whatever we do, we have to do 
it together,” the disciples replied. 
The farmer was amused. “We have a 
palm log in our backyard. Poke the 
needle into it and take it,” he 
suggested with a laugh. The disciples 
thought it was a good idea. 














They stuck the needle into the log 
and carried it to their master. The 
villagers found it very funny. But 
the disciples did not care. 

Their master was taken aback to 
see his disciples bringing a big log. 





Later, on the way 
back to return the 

} needle to the farmer, 
4} the disciples again 
Stuck the needle into 
the log and carried it. 
The farmer and his 
wife couldn t stop 
laughing at this sight. 
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The deer and the horse 


Long long ago, horses too lived in forests. - 


Once, there was a fight between a deer 
and a horse. The deer drove away the aX | 
horse with its horns. She 


— 



















The horse asked a man for 
help. The man saddled and 
stirrupped the horse and 
rode on it to drive away 
the deer. 


*O, man, you have indeed 
been of a great help to me. 
Thank you! I will now take 
your leave," the horse said. 


“You can be of great use to 
me. I will not let you go,” 
declared the man. From 
that time the man has put 
the horse to hard work. 
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living 






he ee a T he : sch \0 olar W ge ve yo proud d that he 
to oe valle lage pact ar “ver, so he e took a boat. 


“Do you know anything about peeraphy?” he asked 
the boatman. “No, sir! I don't," the man replied. 
“Then half of your life is wasted. Have you at least 
read about the law of the sea?" he asked. “No sir, 
I haven't,” the boatman replied sadly. 


a + Sa — ——— 








"Your whole life has been wasted. At least now you 
should start reading | the scriptures," said Eshwarayya. 
Suddenly it began to pour. “My boat may sink any minute. 


We should jump off and swim to the shore," the boatman 
said. "Do you know how to swim?" 


“No! I don't. I am a scholar. Please save me!" cried 
Eshwarayya. 


_ “Sir! IT won't be able to save you. Because you haven't 

learned to swim, you are in danger of losing your life. 

_ I may not have read the scriptures, but I have learnt the 
Scripture of living!" Saying thus, the boatman swam 
towards the river bank. 
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oat Shift your houses 
Once ina village, there lived a rich man. To the 
right of his house was an ironsmith and to the 
left was a carpenter. Sounds of "Ting! Ting!" 
came from the ironsmith’s house as he banged on 
the metal. Sounds of "Srrrr... srrr..." came from 
the carpénter's house as he sawed the wood. 


The rich man was disturbed by the sounds. 





é ek 


gen 


How can I get rid of these sounds?’ the 
rich man thought for days. Finally, he hit 
* upon an idea. 
3 He called the ironsmith and the 
carpenter and said: “I am unable to sleep 
peacefully because of the sounds you 
(make. I will give you both money to shift 
_ your houses.” 








“Okay! We will do as you 


say!" agreed both. They took -s 
a gee 


the money and left. 

The rich man was happy to 
see them loading their 
belongings onto carts. ‘Thank 
god! Now I-can live in peace,’ 
he thought. 
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But the next day, the rich man was 
once again bothered by the same 
sounds. He thought that the ironsmith 
and the carpenter had cheated him. 
He sent his servant to take a look. 


The servant came back and told him 
thatthe carpenter and the ironsmith 
had shifted their houses as agreed. 
The carpenter had moved to the 

ironsmith’s house and the ironsmith 
had moved to the carpenter's house! 
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Once there was a king. Every 
day he went out to hunt. One 
day a strange thing happened. 
The king saw an old man planting 

a mango tree. 


"Grandpa, you are so innocent! | 
When will the tree grow? When /j 
will it bear fruit? Will you be A 
alive until then?” the king 
/» questioned. y 











O, king! I will not be alive when the tree bears fruit. 
But my children and grandchildren will eat them, and 
they will remember me," answered the old man. 


i 





The king was pleased 
with the old man's 
reply. He gave a gift 
of ten gold coins to 
the old man. "O, king! 
The day I planted the 
sapling it yielded gold Mf 
coins," the old man i 
said. 












The farmer and the river goddess 
A farmer's axe fell into the river. He sat on the bank and 
started crying. The river goddess took pity on the farmer. 


She brought a golden axe and asked him: “Is this your 
axe?" “No, that's not mine," answered the farmer. The 
goddess left and returned with a silver axe. “This too isn t 
mine," the farmer said. Then she went and brought the 
farmer's axe. “This is mine!" exclaimed Ae 

the farmer~ The goddess was happy — 
and gifted all the three axes to the 
farmer for his truthfulness. 






The farmer returned home. He showed the axes to his 
friends and told them the whole story. 


One of his friends was a greedy man. He went to the river, 
threw his axe into the water and started crying loudly. The 
goddess came up with a golden axe and asked him, “Is this 
your axe?" Overcome with joy, the man screamed, “Yes! Yes! 
This is my axe." Since he was lying, the river gress gave 
him neither the golden axe nor his own. 
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In a village there lived a merchant named Kotayya. 
He had so much money that the villagers used to call 
him “Coins Kotayya . He had lot of gold also. But he 
was not happy and only wanted more gold. 
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_ So be it!" said the goddess. 





ay, Kotay a ya Taeke up ary in ‘ 
the mornin one bathed ina heathy Me 
lake. He then went to the temple 

near the lake and prayed. 





The goddess appeared before him 
and said: “Ask for a wish." “I want 
lots of gold," wished Kotayya. “How 
much gold do you want?" asked the © 
goddess. “Whatever I touch should 
become gold," said Kotayya. “Okay! 


Returning home Coins Kotayya 
touched his cot. It turned into gold. 
He went into the garden and 
touched the plants, which turned 
into gold. He touched the cotton 
plants and they too turned into gold. 














Returning home he asked his wife to 
serve lunch. But, as he tried to eat 
his lunch, the plate and the food 
turned in?6 gold. Feeling very 
thirsty, he tried drinking water. The 
glass and the water too turned into 
gold. Kotayya had been happy until 
then. But now he was very hungry 
and thirsty. 
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Just then his daughter came into 
the room. As he hugged her, she 
also turned into a gold statue. 
















In tears, Coins Kotayya asked the 





| goddess for help. The goddess 
appeared again. ‘I don't want gold! I 
want my daughter. Please take back 
\ the wish you granted,” saying thus 
\sy-he fell at her feet. 
— 24 
| “ The goddess did just 


that. Everything 

became normal again. 
Kotayya was happy to 
see his daughter alive 








The quail’s ttle ones 


A quail had built her nest in a jowar field and was 
raising her young ones. The crop was ready for harvest 
As she left to find food, the mother quail asked her 
children to listen to what the farmers said when they _ 
seanie to the field and tell her the same later. 5 i 





~ When the mother came back to the nest, the baby 
quails said in fear “Mother! Today the farmer came 
along with his sons. He asked them to call their 
relatives to harvest the crop.” 








“We have nothing to fear. They will not harvest 


SS oo “Don t fear! He 
a will not harvest 
it tomorrow,” 
the mother 
reassured them. 
The next day, 
she left the 
~~\ nest with the 


the day mere 





= 
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In the evening, the young ones said, “Mother! Today 
too the farmer came with his sons. It seems that the 
relatives are very busy. Tomorrow they will bring their 
neighbours to harvest the crop.” 





WINK The third day when the quail 
| came back to the nest the 
young ones told her: “Mother! 
Today the farmer and his 
sons came. The neighbours 
didn't come. The farmer and 
his sons are planning to 
harvest the crop tomorrow.” 












“If the farmer plans to harvest the crop himself, 
then it is sure to be done. Let's go to another | 
place immediately!" the quail said. They quickly 
ley away to a new place. 

$A sir ; 
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“S\ The tortoise once asked 
, the eagle to teach him 
how to fly. 





The cage told the tortoise that 





fortoise shoure do. 





But the tortoise kept on asking. 





in its claws and flew into the sky. 

From there, it asked the tortoise 
to look down. The tortoise saw ) 
how far from the ground they 
were. ‘If I falltothe groundnow, _ 


So the eagle lifted up the tortoise / ‘a 


my shell will break andIwilldie, = | 
he thought. “I don't want to fly," | : 
he said. “Please take me back to , | 
the ground." Capes 
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Crossing the stream? 
Ina little Chinese village, there was a stable. The horses 
here ploughed the fields and pulled carriages. 
Among the horses, there was a white horse which had a pony. 


"Take this sack of wheat to the mill," said the mother one 
day. The pony put the sack on its back 
and galloped itl 








On the way was a gurgling stream to cross. 


The pony saw an ox on the bank of the stream. He 
asked, 'O, ox! Can you tell me whether I can cross 
over to the other bank?” 


"The stream is not deep. The water will just reach 
your knees. I crossed it over just yesterday from 
the other side,” the ox answered. The pony gingerly 
tried stepping into the stream. 






Ses a5 ae, sae 


Just then q Squirrel came running and said Wait, 
brother! The stream is quite deep. Yesterday one of my 
friends drowned as he tried to cross the stream." The 
pony stepped back on hearing the squirrel. 

He returned to his mother. She was surprised to see 
the pony back. “How come you are back so soon?” she 
asked. 

“Mother, there is a stream on the way. I did not know 
how deep it was," said the pony. “The ox said that I 
should be able to cross the stream. The squirrel said 
that I will be washed away by the water. What should 
I do?” the pony asked. 


The mother horse burst out laughing and said, “How big 

is the ox? How big is the squirrel? Compare yourself 
with both and decide for yourself whether you can 8) 
cross oe stream." (Cr 








The pony returned to the stream. ‘I am not as large as 
the ox, but neither am I as small as the squirrel, he 
thought, and stepped into the stream. Crossing the 
stream, he left the sack of wheat at the pounding mill. 


“Bravo!” praised his mother, when 
_~ the pony returned home safe. 





